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away from us, heeling over too, and the heavy trail of her
smoke bent itself into a loop. The whales came up again
farther ahead. " Fuldfart forever! " Narval/ " Fuldfart
forover!" Shouma! Full speed ahead. And the two
whalers bore down upon each other. Then suddenly
Jonassen swung his gun to starboard. The small crouching
figure on the gun platform of the Shouma swung his gun to
port. Where the two guns pointed, sure enough, the two
whales burst up, tall columns of spray rushing up from their
heads like steam from two locomotives. The guns cracked
out together and the harpoons flew out and down to meet
each other, whipping out their lines. The two catchers,
shooting simultaneously, were within a hundred yards of
each other. The Narval had hit and her harpoon line
rattled out and down. Both ships paused wallowing. But
the Shouma had missed. Jonassen straightened himself at
his gun. " Again we win." And he waved across to the
other gunner who waved back. The Shouma hauled in her
spent harpoon. We could see the figures of her men
reloading the gun. Then, with a shout and a farewell
wave, she was off again. Her screw churned up the water
at her stern and she made a lovely sweeping curve across
our bows as we stood with our harpoon line still running
out. She was off after the other whale.
"Godfangst! Shouma."
This whale did not fight. He just went down and down.
And then as the Shouma crossed our bows, his bluntly-
pointed nose pushed quietly up through the water ahead.
He was dead. They hauled him close, and as the Showm,
triangular now in stern view, diminished to port, they
pumped him up with air* Through hawse-holes they made
him fast by the tail to the port bow and, with a flensing
knife, cut off his great triangular tail fins. They flopped
down into the water, a legacy for the birds. Then we were
off again, listing to port a little, with the great, ribbed,
shining, balloon-like carcass billowing through the water